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From my bitter moans the angels crave for respite in the skies.
In the flames I bum; 0 mercy from those all-consuming sighs!

May no speck of dust from my poor frame the dear one's threshold mar !
Grace, for Allah's sake, from this wild tearful torrent, O mine eyes !

How mine eyen eye the pathway; full of gloom my heart, O breeze,
Aid from yon collyrium-dust aneath my champion's feet that lies !

Heart physician, ere the bane of woe hath poisoned all my soul,
Aidance from the theriac-honey which my loved one's lip supplies!

Dolour's waves have cast the heart's frail barque amidst the whirlpool wild;
Look ye, Lamfi, from union's shore the winds of help arise.

The ill-fated Fighani deserves a brief notice here, not so
much on account of the work which he actually achieved,
as for the promise of distinction held out in those poems
which he was enabled to accomplish. This writer, whose
personal name was Ramazan, was born in the city of Trebizond.
Latifi tells us that after passing through the usual curriculum,
he took up the study of medicine; but the real bent of his
nature lay towards poetry, which he cultivated with great assi-
duity. In this pursuit he was greatly assisted by his marvellous
memory, whatever Arabic or Persian poem he read remain-
ing, to use the expression of the biographer, graven in his
memory like an inscription carved upon a rock. Similarly
he carried all his own compositions in his mind, never think-
ing to write them down. The career of Fighanf was however
brought to an untimely close by a Persian epigram directed
against the Grand Vezir Ibrahim Pasha, and rightly or wrongly
attributed to him. The Vezir was, as we have seen, a Greek
by birth, and it is possible that he may have had some
hereditary feeling for the plastic arts. Be this as it may, he
brought with him from the spoils of Ofen three colossal